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1. pitiful 


Pitiful 


...1 hear they are still irking 


The hemorrhoidal masses 


With the soft sleazy shit of creationism... 


..only in Merkin would anybody 


Try to pass for science 
A stupid belief 
Garnered from an old book of idiocies 


Written by bloodthirsty witlings... 


..everywhere else in the “free” world 

(Free from religious mumbo-jumbo) 

All those turdsucking creeps 

Would be laughed out of office 

And maybe with any luck 

If not jailed right away as they should 

For cheating the public 

Robbing them of their only shreds 

Of dignity 

At least temporarily committed to some asylum 


For crazies... 


..only in Merkin 
Whose politicians are lousy fleas 
In a discarded mangy merkin 


Would anybody waste 


Time and money passing that 


Stone that chokes the neck 


Of those that are drowning 


That dead deadly dud 


That makes them sink lower 


And more hopelessly down into 


The hell by them themselves created 


(Always helped by a creating god 


Of hells uncountable...) 


..and the “audience” 


With their swill-swallowing mouth 


Agape 


Eager it seems for more shit 


Yet! 


2. sickening 


Sickening 


who'll anchor in vapid mournful longing 


the moldering throes of another fledgling carrion 


after the war meanders into abysses of lunatic entropy? 


who'll exploit in maudlin rills of silly zeal 


the nightmarish afterglow that smoldering destruction 


left behind 


after the welter of oblivion exuberantly inaugurated new morasses 


where the feeblest Venuses 


startingly drowned 


and the hardy ones survived only as comminatory harpies 
as hags turned visceral germs in the quagmires and chasms 
of our bloated midriffs 


epitomes of maximum cowardice? 


who'll undescore now in girlish crimson whimpers 

that all had been a boring hoax? 

who'll dare put in scene the waning skeletal steed 

of surrender wagging its mangy tail at the rubble? 

who'll rub it in gloating at the spectacle 

frowning rashly at the balmy foliage 

of gone yellowing films 

after we are told flatly that you certainly didn’t need to rescue 


me? 


who'll be daunted enough and chastised and in awe 
after the crux has been revealed 

to be another broken pile of rotting wood 

a pledge to cheat you again 

another empty promise all told 


that only the fluffy-minded swallowed 


in the first place anyhow? 


who'll be the next moron to shrug loud and boisterous the whole mess away? 


who'll slake the still elated womb? 


who'll stave off the ebb and flow of slime 


after the null the leapers smote? 


who'll usurp the crawl of the scorpion 


after the finicky critics the hairsplitting critics are too shriveled 


to aim their gustatory polyps at the bristles of my rectum or yours? 


who'll 


who'll... 


I say never 


I’ve been saying never for a while 


count me out 


definitively infinitely forever out. 


3. loathsome 


Loathsome 


longing desperately for something mucous to cling to 


(while kicking the bucket where the acid foams.) 


goons again ferreting me out 


the lackey whose hickeys and nail-trails and bleeding rib rubs were self-inflicted 


a crow plucked by strange hands 


from the hat rack of whose fruit 


whoso tastes retches and gags. 


on the verge of falling prey to the motherfuckers’ grasp 


a disruption at the brisk epicenter of my awful dream. 


Thad had short ejaculations whenever I awoke 


Thad yelled: Mom, mom, mother! 


I had screamed: That’s it, that’s it, ’m dead, I’m dead! 


legs of a prawn a cricket a cockroach a scorpion a spintrian crustacean 


whose feelers he tweaks with the vaguest of notions 


picking up and in depth 


the splendidly jejune sonority of the shimmering night radio waves 


he stops awestruck 


riveted by the unbearable pedantry 


that masks in vain 


what nonetheless the thick fart-impregnated air is really pregnant of 


the patent destiny of nothingness 


that awaits the whole of the crew... 


he can’t sort out the truth 


from the slush 


the spree of sly crimes signed by the escapees from the criminal asylum 
echoes of ripe celluloid 

the entire psychotic panorama maims his (the spintrian crustacean’s) 
and my (how would one call it 


soul...?) 


his crustacean legs and my eyelashes interlaced 
copulating having... intercourse...? 


quit gloating at my astonishment I said. 


subtle robberies 

no guns allowed 

just fiddling with the money machine 

botched 

walking leisurely along the alleys of the park at night 
later reading at home 

lithe or petrified 

peonies shattered or were they incrusted crystals? 
off-piste the enthralling pearls of meteorology 


usher now the lewd wrecks of a hypnotic reproach 


my featherbed where we the shmuck rot 

on file the trial and tribulation 

of that night 

soon blotted out as were the preceding ones 

where the gnomes and their wry satchels (of weak goo made) 
fluted away vanished 

leaving behind trails stern evocations 

of the furbishments of the esthete whose thorn at the side 

it is to flash the sizzle of past nights 


splayed spliced in the conflicted high jinks of tonight. 


everyone of the enjoyers and sufferers the same stand-in for myself 


a remote cynical swaggering accountant (of grim mush made.) 


chronic gloominess 

untimely crutches 

of the armed bureaucrats knocking downstairs 
or rather smashing the door 


turned up to slaughter the soft maids of my dreams. 


faintly linger the qualms 


my accountability of the last crime looming as a monument of steel 


grown from the ground up 


as a baleful cenotaph 


no wait! 


it is inhabited a mausoleum 


vast where I'll awake and vouch 


to holler more sparsely... 


the bulbul flees from my embrace 


while a moistness spreads. 


am I crying? 


have I shitted myself? 


aren't you yet fed up to shack up 


everynight 


with the oozing corpses of who you were? 


there’s no greater virtue than to yet be inosculated to yesterday 


razed village where only the blabbering slavering idiot obdurately remains 


I answered 


inanely again sighing relief. 


4. sunday 


Sunday 


Here are again the stupid bloated maggots 


The fucking bourgeois going to mass 


Ach, the repugnant processionary worms 


In an orgy of a stagnant mess 


All ears and farts then for the words spewed 


By a fucking preacher - ignorant creep 


Praising all wars as the bible said 


For they shall bring tangible benefits 


And the farts will then continue flowing 


In Merkin all is for sale - wars are invented 


And sold cheap, and what's reaped is weighed 


Then, accordingly to what was gained, asssessed good enough 


Or just another failure - though never fear 


A new war is on the offing, my faithful 


Farting maggots, forsooth 


Peoples of the bumpf 


Maggots of the three rolls of bumpf 


The coran, the bible, that thing the jews read 


Bourgeois to the masses 


Masses of messes 


Orgies of worms 


All their ludicrous preposterous 


Laughable hope lies in lies 


Lies in lies 


Lilies for the corpses 


Turds on your heads 


Maggots, begone 


I am a man, not a worshipper 


I shit on all their gods 


I shit on all gods 


Brave must the man be 


Who braves the unknown, you creeping 


Orgiastic worms on whom I tread 


Obliquely, dismissingly, smiling 


Who cares for wars - who cares for 


The maggots’ orgies 


Who cares for the paradises promised 


To those that kill the most 


Who cares for idols bloodthirsty 


Who cares for the bloodthirsty thugs 


That wage the planned wars 


Don't fucking offer me the work of killing 


For the corrupt and the rotten 


For the bourgeois who Sundays go 


To mass, for the idols of the three 


Ragged books - pure bumpf to wipe one's 


Asshole - whose shit was written long ago 


By bloodthirsty thugs, ignorant creeps 


Maggots processionary, unpalatable 


Despicable 


5. end of the earth 


Lo, terrorists galore as commanders-in-chief 


Simian assassins armed to the fangs 


Roam the devastations already visited 


By their cruel precursors. 


Every war further kills the earth. 


That's the insolvable question: How 


Can a murderous monkey 


Direct the vanguard of the most 


Destructive army the earth has ever 


Misconcieved? 


And no mobs flaring up in riotous 


Revolution to rid us of every hideous monkey 


And his murderous gang? 


It must be that 


The Collective Psyche is already giving up 


As it prepares itself to passively endure 


The end of the earth...? 


6. soldiers : clostridia 


Soldiers : clostridia 


Soldiers clostridia you 


Are the lowest zombiest 


Of the most disgusting bottom crawlers. 


“Why to kill or die 


For Merkin’s poisoned apple pie?” 


“Because we are rotten with murderous stupidity, sir! 


Rotten, sir! 


With murderous, sir! 


Stupidity, sir! 


Sir! 


Sir!” 


7. call the dog Geez-ass 


Call the dog Geez-ass and beat the hell out of it 


Thate dogs 

When that creepy football 

Player got so thoroughly insulted 

By all — the fucking mob of moral turds 
I was horrified 

I thought here is a creep kills dogs 

And every fucking dog turd lover 

Falls fangs and nails on his throat and 


Tears him to shreds. 


Shitty dog turd lovers 


I hate them as much as 


The shitty dogs and their ubiquitous 


Turds — disgusting animals all 


With the soul of cops. 


I hate cops 


I hate Geez-ass 


The creepy football player 


Who might have earned my sympathy 


Shittily said that he had found Geez-ass 


Geez-ass — fucking dog turd with the 


Soul of a cop. 


I hoped he meant 


He had called one of his turdy dogs 


Geez-ass and beaten 


The crap out of it 


But no 


He had become just another shitty 


Football player — a dog turd 


Licker — an ass lapper — a 


Cop turd lover 


8. it must be that I ain't ready to die 


I must not be ready to die 


I’m a pioneer 
Lighting lights 
In naked corridors where 


Nobody else’s yet trod. 


But I’m not ready 

To go down the dark unlit 

Unlightable 

Stairs that probably lead to the bottomless 


End. 


I retrace a little my steps 

“Let me go to apologize (I tell 
Myself) to all those I’ve left behind 
Reading or musing 

Blind 

A little more in the dark 

After I’ve lit all those new lights 
Along the new corridors 


Nobody had given light to nor even trod on 


Before.” 


g. lights out for you, rather, you jerk! 


Bobby Lightbulb, sluthdom’s top mistress 


“Lights out, Lightbulb!” 


Barks the dog, the god, the cop. 


“Hate bromides, you punk!” 


I reply 


And shoot and kill 


Without compunction 


The interloper cum awful punster. 


Came the aggressor 


Through my bedroom window 


That with brutal effraction he busted (indeed!) 


“Bring thy butt into the bed!” 


He commanded while I knew 


Exactly under which pillow my gun fretted. 


“Bring thy butt into the bed 


As my bud develops into the bloodiest of 


The most gigantic flowers that be, babe!” 


“Bad bid, Bud!” 


I’m thinking and 


“Bloodiest and stinkiest your flower 


Like that lentous and fetid great orchid 


With orchitis and sundry suppurating orchioceles to boot 


Which flowers once in a blue moon 


I'm told 


And the name of which I forget” 


As I was making believe I was compliant enough 


And therefore going to suck 


His tacky flower like a degenerate bee 


And my firm dry hand my fretting gun 


Was feeling with glee. 


The neb 


The nib of his gun 


On the knob of my nob 


He notices some of my subtle shenanigans 


Ah 


“Lights out, Lightbulb...!” 


“Hate bromides, you punk! 


For which crime 


Amongst others 


Take that 


And that 


And that...!” 


10. body or luminous arena 


Arena of creation the body 


The body is a round enclosed house 


That consists of a vast core 


And a thin outer layer inside the rind. 


The body as a round house includes 


Under the skin an outer circle 


(A single long narrow corridor 


That lit only by dim lights 


Runs around the core.) 


On the upper rungs of some portable steps 
The director of the movie of your lives 
Imparts instructions 

To the lot of them actors that ever touched 


Or approached you. 


Everyone listens with a certain nonchalance 
Until alas the cops irrupt 
And all of you and your (the authors’) directors flee 


Pell-mell helter-skelter. 


The essential ones (the brightest indeed) 


Save themselves coming in. 


Inside the core a circus 
A vast school of art 


A vast and luminous and colorful arena of creation. 


lhl! sd let Wl 


(Pencils of flesh of gorgeous girths) 
Are there for the taking by the artists 
Whose objects shall shine 

Summoned from the hallowed halls of 


Commensurate feedback. 


Joyfully one wallows in the sand 

Of the circus where the footprints 

Of the moving peoples and the moving cattle 
Won’ ever be ascertained 

By the cowered police 

For the entrance and the exit into the arena 
For every intimate flock 

Is always unforeseeable and anyway 

The cops have always been properly delayed 
And misdirected 


While the flocks disappear and melt into the crowd. 


The arrival of the cops 


Is always greeted with amused jeering 


ET. ttt ee 


The more lenient shout 


“Craven rats riddled with vermin!” 


“Slimy lice!” 


While the arduous dramatists 


Are apt never niggardly in their histrionics 


Even to send the worthless trespassers’ way 


Torn tussocks of their tragic hair 


Where poisoned needles are stuck. 


The cops are nobodies 


Getting smaller by the minute 


Our joy of living affects their borrowed pride 


Their defects bubble forth 


Their ineptitude 


Their crude tactics 


Their shame 


For they realize that indeed they don’t belong 


In our circus of love. 


11. all cross the river [one] 


All cross the river (1) 


Those that walking hug the side of the bridge 
They peer from the balustrade 

And down there are the waders 

The swimmers 


There are the bulges of those that drowned. 


No parcels or belongings too big are saved 
Just little stuff 


The big items slowly flow away with the drowned. 


On the train that running at the center of the bridge 
Crosses the river 

The cops are hard at it 

They don’t want “nobody that don’t belong” 

They wield the flat machines 

Against which none is ever shielded enough 

The machines that ascertain if... 

If you then really belong 

If you wouldn’t then be a damned stowaway 


If you’d be then a passer of forbidden material 


And then so on. 


Here they come 

They scan the blind man 

“And what is this...?” 

They snidely ask — (a thick sheaf of smuggled banknotes?) 
(It rather looks like) 

“Those, sirs, must be the observations on the beetles” 
(Observations, piff!) 

But no really 

The blind man is an expert on beetles 

He’s got them all carefully described 

In them tightly packed sheets of rusting paper 

He examines them (and damn the stings and acids) 
By touch 

Smell 

Taste 

Plus he has all the sounds they ever make down pat 
Only missing are the colors 

Every bug gray 


Utterly gray 


And the cops are puzzled 

“Should we kick him down as the train moves?” 
“Do we ignore him also?” 

“Is there gonna rain another blind man 

On the sedulous 

River crossers?” 

There are some rowdy youths 

That divert attention 

They are combating at twisting one’s limbs 
Let those that twist farther without breaking 
Be the winners 

Ok but less loudly 

The cops are against a woman now 
“Smelling cunt and melting and molting and melding hard” 
But a harmless joke amongst comrades 
(Hey is she infected...?) 

“What's this...!” 

With a sudden strike of his talon 

The cop scraps and snatches 

A lentil of blood 

That was stuck on her body 


“That woman has lentils of blood!” 


The cops get busy 


Snapping at the lentils of blood 


Scrambling like rats on a body that’s dying 


The woman’s screaming 


And now she is tossed down into the reddening river. 


How agreeably though in the beds 


The few that cram them 


Seeing the combats developing afar 


“It is all like a movie” 


The wives touching the legs of the husbands of others 


The husbands likewise 


(Or widdershins rather) 


And the warmth enveloping one 


The warmth and the bodies 


The windows so golden 


In the crepuscular light. 


12. dripping cheeks: blenched 


Ample umbrellas 


Here they were again 

The jolly mothers 

With the ample flowery skirts 

And the wide-opened umbrellas 

Flocking 

Twittering 

Voluptuously splurging at the soon not so crowded 


School’s door 


Arrived like a perfumed breeze 


To pick up every eager and boisterous tyke... 


Every happily puddle-churner of a tyke 


Besides 


The strays. 


The strays 


Rain drops on their dripping 


Cheeks 


Blenched. 


13. the roar of stardust 


Help from above 


Who whispers foul play 


Is awfully wrong. 


The numbers he ratchets up 


The beautiful stranger 


At any game 
Be it physical or intellectual 


At strenuously jumping or sitting in thought! 


He amazes the pants out of everyone 
Myself not excluded 
(Though himself excepted 


Sure thing.) 


I’m just a coach for little guys 
I’m saying to all and sundry 
See? 


See...? 


What a great example 
My extraterrestrial 


Is! 


He stirred 


No longer dozed the giant 


The roar of stardust 


Was clawing back into his 


Conscience. 


He'll fight the harder now! 


May the public be prepared! 


If I’m lying I’m dying 


The fear upon the bunch. 


14. you bet you animal 


The animals you bet 


Animals always so busy 


Their busyness dizzying. 


I told my family P’d only come if carried 

But when we arrived at the foot of the scalinata 

They left me slumped in my wheelbarrow 

Wrapped in my blankets 

Not for lack of charity as sundry a tourist must’ve thought 
But because they were fed up 


With my childish attitude. 


I got up to the dismay of the charitable ones 


And took the little wheelbarrow where I erst was crammed 


And filled it up with clayish mud 


The result of last night pouring over the seven hills 


Surrounding the city. 


I brought the mud into the riverbank 


And emptied it there on the scant strand 


Then I gave away the quaint wheelbarrow to some ragamuffins 


Who were elated with my gift 


On the shingle of the shore its wheels rang 


And its metallic body boomed. 


Next I went to see my friend’s little gipsy dog 


And took it for an eventful stroll along the rear 


Of the row of the fairgrounds permanent shacks 


Fronting the river. 


Behind Madam Magician’s gaudy shed 


We met a little witchy cat 


Boozy and breezy and so cute 


With whom my gipsy gray doggy 


Both played and slightly fought 


In a deep muddy puddle 


They wallowed and frolicked 


In the end both were dressed in slime. 


We went up to a ramshackle badly leaning faucet 


And washed away the muck 


Luckily it was a warm afternoon. 


Now we encountered a makeshift memorial 


That had under the cross two tablets 


One with solemn easy verses 


The other with some cartoons by a skilled hand lovely made 


About a soldier who in spite of having had 


A quite ordinary youth 


Had to go down in battle at such a tender age. 


We went back a bit morose into my friend’s shop 
He said I didn’t know you had taken the dog 
Isaid You were so busy at the time 

And now I went behind the counter 

And prepared myself something to eat 

For which I even paid 

A client came in 

He had a thick dog on a leash and on a little string 
A painted rodent 

I said to him Is that a rodent or a very small dog? 
He said A rodent 

A fashionable rodent if you please 

Its pelt has been shampooed 

Barbered and colored 

As you see in orange and green 

And do you know that I was asked by phone 

By so-and-so 

(I said I know him!) 

To write an article about that type of rodent 
And its domesticity for his magazine? 


I said He never pays 


Does he? 


The client said He did though very little 


I said This is how he became so rich 


Damned impresario 


By not paying his flunkies 


Didn’t I know! 


The animals meanwhile were going hither and thither 


The shop was alive with the movement of animals 


The shack 


The fairgrounds 


The earth itself 


The universe loved it. 


15. parsnip in her narrow beak 


All by instinct ruled 


Somebody wanted to kill him during his sleep 


He had parried the blow with the hot brick 


He had said to his wife 


—One in your family tried last night to blow me with a whack out of the map 


By instinct alone I grabbed the hot brick and smashed him 


First before he fled. 


Or she fled — she said. 


—Anyway he must be sporting a nasty bruise 


By now on the head 


Or the face or the shoulder you know 
Please be so kind as to in a discreet manner 


Ascertain then who might it be. 


—You are too friendly with the woman folk of the household 
Commenting too favorably on the color of their dresses 

And insinuating how healthy and appetizing their bodies look 

The man folk don't see it with such leniency as you'd hope for 

And then there are the jealous hags 

They feel spurned and affronted if the praise coming their way 

Is deemed to be somewhat of less import than the one their rivals get 
Or there are those that reckon that you are coming on too strong 


Too aggressively... 


—Me? On the contrary no way 

Unfailingly too gentle 

For instance can never approach the heteroclite spread 
Or the blackening pile 

Of any suddenly offered bargain 


Never dare or care to push away the eager strangers 


Vying to get a piece of the shitty loot 


Truth is their touch alone repels me excruciatingly... 


Soon the abode was in turmoil 

His clothes were always wet 

His cushions and his bed always wet 

His pillows teemed with untamed oblique quirks 
Burned films of horrors past 

Soot swerved about from new prickly tiny craters 
On ceilings and walls 

Enigmatic sounds of fetters heavily drawn 

Along narrow passages he surely heard 

Filtered through the partitions that grew like mushrooms overnight 
Lewd anchorites burgeoned from erst homely nooks 
They frowned defiance upon the foreigner 


He was heckled as any defective too ugly neophyte would... 


He screwed up his courage and readied his suitcases 
And started his journey at a break-neck pace 
Endless vaults and new alleys appeared in the building 


New crannies new stands new shops... 


A vertigo was his that blatantly unsettled his wits 


His reign he was relinquishing bit by bit 


He was a pharaoh doomed 


He had embarked in that druid business and now he was alone 


His acolytes flagging 


His vestals and nymphs swooning hither and thither 


The unholy mirth of the enemy closing in... 


He scratched and growled 


Rent were the slimy curtains 


Scruffily sighed the imps 


Whoever dares impinge into our realm 


They whistled 


Anyone who crosses the jinxed causeway in deadly earnest 


The lost soul that strode over the unquelled worms of our corpses... 


And so on. 


He was worn off 


In the throes of despair when he found the door 


To heavenly outside. 


He fell agroof over the flagstones. 


Flabby scared on his soiled duff 


No longer personable and smooth 


He had been just zapped 


By the clammy law. 


The residual chaos of himself bemoans 


Almost instinctively the unfairness of his luck. 


His wife 


Still alive 


Peers from a garret orifice 


She seems to hold a parsnip in her bill. 


16. bullet through the intruder's head 


Loving the morning 


I love to belong into the early dawn circle 
Even if only discussing 

The earlier fires that ravaged 

The small businesses 

The big businesses wanted ravaged 


In order for them to build on the ravaged 


Grounds. 


Love to belong among the pestering sobbers 


And the blubbering complainers. 


Love to belong for a while in the circle of humanity 


If only commiserating with those that lost 


heir earnings and their little businesses 


If only cursing and railing against big business 


And the big business thugs 


That disguised as arsonist thugs 


Burned down the whole row of little businesses. 


I love to disengage myself from the depressing circle 


Grab a friend 


And walk together on the roofs 


Munching toasted slices 


Of bread. 


I love to peer into the two windows 


Where my old humorous drawings 


Are exposed on the walls 


My old humorous drawings 


Funnily twisted little guys colored 


With colors bright 


And sensible nonetheless 


I love to stand at the door of my house 


When the rows burn. 


Love to defend my property 


And my friend 


With a shotgun and a clean shot 


Through the intruder’s 


Forehead. 


17. taut ribbons 


Companionship of pullers 


We tried to save his life 


The boy was sick and in bed 


The bed high on the hill 


The bed his deathbed if nothing were done 


Before to impede it 


The bed his carapace of burning brimstone 


Of red hot iron 


His Nessus’ shirt. 


Long ribbons white and red 


Were brought down to the road’s rim 
So that all that wished to could also pull 


And hard. 


We tried to save the sick boy’s life 
With long ribbons doggedly pulled 

By all the stopped automobiles’ drivers 
Striving toughly on the road at the foot 


Of the hill. 


Unfazed disease 

Idle effort 

All to no avail 

Alas 

Another instance 

Of the ah all so truthful saying 
Everything comes to nothing 


After the striving. 


Taut ribbons 


Futile struggle 
The sick unmovable 
Soon apt pasture for the vultures and the rodents 


And such. 


18. almost caught 


Running to catch the last train 


Always so hard to get into that last train 


The annoying goodbyes the emptinesses the aloneness 


The realization of nothingness implied in any broken packet from the past 


And then the flight 


The climbing of the iron steps full of piles of recent defecations 


Over the old ones — and those last over what one might call already the coprolites 


Your skill in avoiding the shits 


And now the running along the decrepit ones’ sinister street 


With all those coquettes of a few old women without teeth 


That concomitantly laugh and defecate only lifting a little their wide 


Beshitted skirts 


And now where would you put the emphasis 


Of your slipping soles that add commas of shit or quotation marks 


On the text of recent defecations on the gaudy street where the dying strut...? 


For you've come to the brink of the cliff 


And now but fast the big decision 


About what to do then about that road that stops or ends abruptly 
Whether you should jump for the ledge to the left 

Or the ledge to the right 

Both ledges so bloody narrow 

The drop at the lip of them so steep and deep 

Lethal 

The ledge at the left looking more worn out and greasy 
From the steps and hands of previous passers... 

The left it is then... 

But the drop is so fierce 

Your heart is dangerously faint 

Oh and now here you fly down the precipice... 

Your death before the last train’s arrival certainly certified... 
What a pity 

But wait that your hands have managed to grab the railing 
Of a balcony belongs to an end shop of a lower rung ledge 
Where the people are younger though maybe meaner... 
The termagant of a shop owner wants you disengaged 

She comes a-poking with her butcher’s knives 

She wants you down she wants you dead 

Hooligan! — she’s shouting — Damned hooligan! 


But the lady customer imprecates in your favor? 


Well maybe she does 


She’s lifting her arms to heavens and reproving the boss 


Telling her to mind the eyes of the hanger-on 


Look at his terror look at his outrageous fright the man’s a wreck 


And anyway the bump you complain of 


The bump at your window it was made from the inside 


Not by any outside hooligan but by one of ours it was... 


So the miracle is on 


The boss’ heart softens 


She turns her back she allows you to climb up the railing 


And walk down the gallery to the next floor... 


From that flat deserted floor full of rain and ruins 


Through the neck looking down toward the lower rung 


At your peril you must now traverse 


The gangs of younger and younger thugs... 


And then the unending useless works 


The works impassable 


Where the workers look at you with irrepressible hate 


And their gigantic machines of raw iron dressed in loose concrete 


Would swallow you whole (are they even yearnig to?) with a gulp 


So you better turn legal 


You better turn into the normal way of access to the station 


You better alas try to make it through the worse gang of them all: 


The cops — they don’t need any excuse to harass and to murder 


They are the fucking law... 


How they poke at you with which haughty stupid loathing 


How they pretend to look for drugs or who knows which other shit 


Inside your gullet with their filthy monkey hands down your choking 


Mouth... 


Finally a cruel cultivated captain — a nasty fairy 


Lets you go forward into the station per se 


He recognizes a fellow skeptic 


Only that down on his luck 


He sees a kin after a fashion a kind of compatriot 


One of them with the scarred hopeless disbelieved soul... 


The trail trembles becomes white hot 


The train is in abeyance sighing like a dragon in the last throes of sleep 


You'll make it yet 


You'll make it 


Relax 


Relax... 


19. trouble at the cage 


Wrong passport 


First I hate crowds 
Second I hate lines 
Third I hate bureaucrats 


Trite trolls ensconced in their clotted quonset cabins. 


Now the times presses 
It is becoming too late 


The runty fairy takes my passport 


I make a few remarks 
Notice that I could’ve move ahead with the notables 
And the other shitty v.i.p.’s 


But I’m one with the people.. 


Hate prerogatives and privileges you know... 

Must be mightily pissed off by now the damned spook 

Too tired with stamps labels countermarks that kind of garbage 
Nonetheless he fucking takes his time with my passport 


Don’t he. 


When the syrupy hours elapse my head collapses on the counter 
I take a few exhausted winks 

The mob thins 

The din subsides 

Somebody else — a lowly woman — elbows me 

Hands me the passport He had not enough 

Space (leaves) (pages) to affix his afflux of notes 

What...? 

My passport all smeared with multicolored provisos 

And mainly with insults innuendoes questionings 


Plain frontal assaults regarding the state of my sanity: 


I’m not only crazy I’m also dangerous 

I shouldn't be allowed anywhere for a span 

Of more than a couple 

Of closely watched days — and at the least slip I should be committed 
I’m frothing with anger 

If I’m so crazy mayhap I’ve got a license to kill the turdy 

Son of a bitch... 


Only that he’s out to lunch. 


I’m pacing outside at a loss now 

I’m sizzling inside 

I’ve got to destroy that fucking state (state of things) dares deny 
My rights and moreover officially makes a walking disaster 


Out of me. 


I’m boiling mad 

Roaming without a clue 

Even bathed in the afternoon zephyr 

I’ve been rumminating along that narrow street 


Atub 


A tub precariously balanced at the edge of the curb 
Placed to be picked up by the garbage people soon due 
Gets a furious rear kick out of me 

It comes loose 

It rolls down gathering speed 

It will crash into traffic 

It will cause chaos and mayhem at the crossroads 
Against which the ally abuts 

That’s why I’m running down some handy side street 
I see the sea at its end 

A marina where in floppy idleness the well-to-do 
Use up their last one hundred sixty-two days allotted 


To live. 


How am I to mix unnoticed among them? 

No sweat 

First let’s cross the torrent separates me from their tasteless luxury 
The torrent skids down along the solid rim 


I’m running on. 


It’s all sham 


Decoration put on 

The open sewer goes to the sea 

Near the sea it gets canalized it sinks into a culvert 

Under the flat pier it seethes 

Under the flat pier above which I’m walking nonchalantly 


To mingle with my worthless peers. 


Am I too conspicuous 

Too conspicuously a branded crazy 

A patently non-allowable... 

Who’s to say? 

Can’t I stroll also with a certain flair flaring my nostrils 
Lifting my head tilting it so and pinching my lips 
And tut-tutting myself 

My image on the shop windows 

Faking it maybe a mite too much 

Not that anything ain’t faking 

On the contrary all fakes in a fake setting 

It’s all bunk all bogus 

All show off... 


The dying (and the living) taking place always elsewhere 


Tl melt all right 


Tl melt and wait for the coming smelting 


Where I’m bound to fall also in a few 


More escapades 


At last going in full consent with the current 


With the current down down 


Another dead smelt borne by the smelting. 


20. such ugly remains 


Dancing on the sward 


From the aging mansion where the youngsters are wont to commit 


The most horrific suicides — they 


Electrocute themselves high in spiky towers 


They hang themselves with chains at the end of which wolf traps snap 


They disembowel themselves with kitchen knives 


They sedulously maim and amputate themselves 


They go at it always with a keen intent 


And succeed in making such messes of their own corpses 


That picking them up it seems — I’m told 


It seems to be really disgusting. 


From the crumbling sumptuous melancholic mansion 


Where awed shamble the doomed 


The manic fervidly set their complicated self-killing contraptions 


The degenerate mechanically ensnare their own wasted bodies 


It’s good to be just the gardener 

Always outside — (never been in 

Who'd be so crazy to want to?) 

Always semi-busy and about trimming the paths 

Always married to the deep green of the plants 

And the deep blue of the sea that peeps up where the sward 

And the turf gently slope 

It’s good to be just the gardener 

Occasionally musing at the pink rain while shacking 

In my shack at the other end of the huge garden 

My holy sylvan abode 

And when the old woman of the house 

Ancient survivor in the old rich mansion 

Comes out to dance a few steps of a minuet on the vast lawn 

It is good to be the gardener who reaches out his hand for she to hold 
During her simple pirouette 

Alas always before yet again she is summoned in front of another ghastly 
Suicide 

Last of the bloody brood already — not many more left 

Let’s hope 


House without youngsters house without angst. 


21. fates frantically webbed 


Crisscrossing lines of fate on alleys quite frenzied 


One wonders 

Why the rapidity 

Isn’t it better to stroll along the road? 

The procession of cars with the rushing nuns crammed in 

Shall collide with the procession of cars replete with the flushed heavy families 
That speed on the contrary direction 

And what a bother all it shall be 

The shambles the smokes the conflagrations 

The bodies the bloods 

The sirens the hounds 

My car was stolen long ago — by thieves one supposes 

Never owned that damned annoyance a dog 

Never had therefore an “accident” provoked by such a pesky overgrown bug 
Now my friends’ house 

The same I used to crash in up to the day before yesterday 

Was also stolen — by the cops — or the state — (same thing) 

Now I see them coming back on the opposite side (my friends) 

Across the river of crazed vehicles 

The friend in front waves the papers — it seems their legal or judicial 

(Or whatever) steps in the city have been successful 


Their efforts to reclaim the property paying at last off 


The replevin papers in order — waved dangerously aloft where the current 
From the accelerating vehicles gathers and eddies in little maelstroms 
The friend behind looks more harried 

He doesn’t rush with the same alacrity he lags he sags he staggers 

He gestures to me that I ought to go back with the joyous friend 

Than he is due behind 

He has a more urgent matter now to take care of than the retrieval 

Of one’s house 

I signal that no way 

That that’s my goodbye for now 

There they go sweating and floundering up the side of the road 

Me leisurely strolling down the other 

The middle unassailably taken by the blur of hastening crisscrossing traffic 
The nodding friend whose whole craving (gnawing yearning) is now 

To touch back his house detaches himself 

Hangs back the second one hassled disturbed 

The opposite traffic darts against him 

As my opposite traffic rips against me 

That’s why I can’t get the gist of what he says or even gesticulates 

That much I gather 


That he’s seen some of his family on a train due incontinently out 


And he’s conflicted 

What the fuck to do 

The house successfully reclaimed 

The family going away forever 

He must go back he’s indicating 

He must catch the fucking train 

The house be damned 

That must be goodbye forever 

He sweats he thrashes about he’s about to collapse 

But he keeps on walking fast taking my direction now 
Overpassing me by far all on the other side of the noisy track 

He looks despaired 

He fears he won’t make it 

There he goes what a distressing marionette 

What a discomfort for the eyes 

What an embarrassment of a puppet disheveled frayed shabby moribund 
He is madly rushing against traffic in the opposite side of the road 
Where I’m also leisurely strolling on my way to the same station 
Where sure I'll catch a train 

Tll catch a train or other 


That’s a given 


Never you fret. 


22. eye angelized 


Angel eye 


He approaches - a fish out of water waving his filamentous fins 

His breathing hands sifting the desert dust 

And he’s got a knife he’s got a few sharper ones too stuck in his sash 
Armed to the gills 

After the gelding I'll be much better than a man he assures me 


Tl be angelized. 


Dove into the swamp 

Swam until I became a riddle of slugs soft weeds bloodsuckers teeth 
Ran through the jungle 

The freezing reef I climbed like a skulking ascending glacier 

Then I lost my foot and my alibi 

Fell a wreck at their cataphracted feet 

Blindfolded and gagged they had me quarantined 

A luminescent amoeba now-defunct enkindled the bleak sojourn 
She was a tiny parasite in one of my eyes 

She saw my suffering 

She remembered my childhood 

When I was such a stud where all the old patricians croaked with envy 
That I'd better be made better than a man soon 


My prick showing the proud depravity 


Of a lean never lame boomslang 


Agreed agreed their jealous rusted voices croaked 


And the amoeba clung 


And made love to my eye 


My all-seeing eye 


My angel eye. 


23. gods - the posthumous ones 


Crawling gods hairy dark unkillable 


Giddily slither the bugs 


With their lily-like harpoons their beady eyes 


Their many legs hairy and black 


Their mottled glans 


Their puce prepuces 


Their bleating mouths 


Their unctuous invocations 


Their vicious hearts 


Their wrinkled assholes from where volumes 


Are shitted of quivering stinking platitudes... 


I’ve been a secretary to a dentist 


To a clumsy dentist I might add 


I’ve seen pain 


I’ve seen faces scorched and flayed 


Unwrapped 

The faces you’d see when you opened the iron maiden’s door 
And the fellow inside had been pierced through the nose 
The eyes the mouth 

His bowels topsy-turvy 

His organs every which way 

And burst you bet 

Susurrant seeping garbledly gurgling 

Telling one to pull the chain on it all 

Once and for all 


The deed done... 


I’ve been smirking high on a booster seat 

Fronting the circus 

I’ve even had my courage briefly rubbed off 

My heart lumbering 

My blood whipping 

My lungs yammering nonsense 

When for pure pukka tiptop deterrence a beast jumped on the bleachers 
We keen on aucupation 


A hawk feeding on the filthy wealthy 


Extracting its tithe on the eyes of the onlookers: 


There is something as having too much fun... 


But those bugs 

Those bugs were unkillable 

Did I try to stick up their asses a stick of dynamite...? 
Did I ever! 

But no 

No event so singular that could end them 
Not even a nuclear bomb making a dent 
Their atoms undetachable 

Tightly bound with an inexpugnable glue 
Are they gods...? 

They must be 

Probably the original ones 

Or else the posthumous ones 

The gods we left behind 

For that’s the only way to kill them 

To kill the unkillable bugs or gods 
Shadowy presences nibbling gnawing 


Ratty rotting 


Fraying scouring 


At the dusty corners under your bed 


Thereabouts ubiquitous 


Scrunching freely 


Corroding your corns your feet 


And beyond 


Your innards 


Your soul — membranous tattered torn down... 


By wiping your conscience clean 


Tabula rasa 


Die please die 


Die... 


And thus kill the gods. 


24. soothing the cruelties 


Cruets at the ready 


Near the river 


The quotidian fights and the ghastly torture 


Pimps dogs servants whores 


Harsh beatings swift murders... 


How easy to turn one’s head toward the geometric gardens nearby 


And peripatetically expound upon the landscape 


With a friend who also wants to avoid trouble. 


And how comforting to apply the cruets of Dali 
A few drops of olive oil over the wounds of pain 
A few more drops of the wine vinegar of the sarcasm of his wit 


To comment also on the uncouth happenings of the evening. 


The heroism of the haggler 

Who educes from the gaudy figment hell-bent on slaughter 

A meager reduction of the fee 

The whore made of sawdust who coaxes the devil 

Into yielding some of his flame 

So that she might explode with glee 

The enchanter who to his tongue’s hilt emits 

Those siren’s sounds of wasted velocity 

The knots on the necks of the sorrowful lackeys and attendees 
Who can’t rightly discern among the umbrages and the felonies 
The indelible impact of the fact that we are not there 


Not we. 


“Gotta be outside 


Can't be in 


Could be in 


Only if unseen.” 


“Them the dapper and the known 


They have the run of the place 


We the unsightly and the wise 


Are banned from the light.” 


And now? 


The night steadfastly impelled by the shrieks of the dying 


Bestows its dark blessing 


The river ekes out a reasonable current 


Propelled by its recent affluents 


The new bloods that the gutter brings. 


The dumb chorus observes the utter darkness 


And mumbles damp sentences among the boles of the trees 


Vertices of the labyrinthine garden 


Where dawn is bound to drip 
Drop by drop 


As from the cruets into the crudities. 


25. the rot is on 


How hard again the transit 


Caretaker in a girls’ boarding school 


I took care of the feminine bodies 


With hand unnoticed. 


I washed their dirty clothes 


I cleaned their bedrooms and bathrooms 


I counted every item of clothing — checked carefully 


That the tags stuck — counted holes in the meshes 


At the barriers on the boundaries explicitly surrounding 


Our hallowed ground. 


I appreciated them being always ‘round. 


There were no dead 


There were no strikers 


No internecine becrippling of the sweet-smelling troops. 


Gravely I used to fondle the mud 

How well I remember now the mud 

The soft malleable mud where their buttocks and their piss had lain 
Smilingly beckoning 


Evocatively dreaming of creation. 


How well the tasty mud 

Now that the ground is unyielding 

Now that the dead and the strikers sinisterly come sidling to our side 
Sick snarling brutes 

With evil intentions of mayhem wreckage thorough extermination 
Now that the pillows are nails 

Now that the eager sores are never asleep 

Now that the torment lingers 

Now that the plague rules the roost 


Now that famine is ubiquitous. 


There’s no clean water 
The mines are crumbling on our very heads 


And the strikers don’t strike with the paltry sticks and the makeshift flint shovels 


At the stony marbled coal that hides maybe the pure torrents underneath. 


We are trapped in those galleries 


Dive into whichever side and the sharp griddle of raw bord cuts at your wrists 


The hard strata of ore surly draw farther prisons on your scalp 


Shines the blood on the shiny carbuncles. 


We are all in transit 


Make fucking do! 


I shout to the strikers whose baseless uproar threatens our work 


We are husks borne by the draft of the revolving doors of renewal 


Don’t you fucking understand? 


Because they were appalled that I wouldn’t allow the dead to be properly buried 


What the fuck would “properly” mean 


I shout 


It is the fucking same 


It is the fucking same 


It is the fucking same! 


Buried or not a corpse is a fucking corpse 
The rot is on either way 

The flies the grubs the maggots and the bugs 
The patches and splotches of liquid rot 


It is the fucking same “properly” or not! 


So nice that those girls were 

The fuzz in my guts (grown ferocious 

With extraneous eyes and fangs 

Devouring each other — the more proximate the first) 

Even the fuzz infallibly yearns 

That buried or unburied 

Rotting away all the same 

The strikers and the dead were already one and the same 

As the ugly and the beautiful were for me the same 

Indiscriminate I in my attentions 

To the scrumptious hulls they so carelessly and adorably left behind 
Anonymous underwear which my wounds healingly did wrap 

The counted items so deeply inspected before they went into the washing machines 
The molted meltings so cherished 


The abandoned themselves that they so blatantly forgot or even despised 


In their transit to the paradise 


Of a future sure promised 


Yet so long to really come by to 


As witness 


Alas 


As witness 


Our plight 


Where promise gurglingly beckons indeed 


Though indeed so very faintly now... 


26. burning like squibs 


Palimpsests on the nuns’ tummies 


I’ve seen the iron-willed pencil 


with which my busy umbrella striates 


its delirium tremens on the tarnished buttocks 


of all those clouds so pregnant with malice 


— all of them rostrums embellished 


with twee tackiness and average abjection 


from where stultified heads of preachers preach 


their claustrophobia into spirals of pocks 


that rain on earth and roam the men’s-rooms 


where mopey moan the moraines. 


Pocky are the morbid buttocks 


every pock a stemma that oozes semens 


as if it were another Roman nun’s navel. 


Ah the semens — nemeses of my mama! 


Would she pester against the establishment! 


An establishment that allows the demeaning of the female 


whose vulnerability 


(like the podophthalmic antennae of the crabs that haunt the merkins 


the stilted gems whose meaningful wet samaras fall 


like omens on the ludicrous wobbly cobbles 


where the manhoods of men trot larval and writhing) 


an establishment vile enough to wallow 


on the ruins of the vulnerable female made then as labile 


as the dry striated semens the nuns umbilically store 


stunning sluts seen from a distance... 


Wiry by the wayside 


sheltered by some rusty eaves from the slums 


tried as an awkward obstetrician to read the new wisdom written 


by the pencil of my umbrella on the bankrupted marrow of the sky... 


It was like trying to read luggies and snot 


collapsed on the hilt of my hand 


a semen cru of a dispirited vintage gone to pot. 


My mom was right 


musclemen emboss with their fist the welkins 


as if the welkins were the walls of their dens 


where they mate and sputter 


and scatter the entrails and whittle the skulls. 


And the morbid clouds are the foolhardy buttocks 


where the fists collided 


the teasing asses 


harnessed in poisonous chill where the noses snooped 


and later the mops erased the names of the mimes that came to cry 


their semens entanglements of resented writings done 


with pricks that were fists. 


Pops like a van carrying fireworks and exploding midway 


a bolt of lightning. 


With this 


(my eyes on stilts burning like squibs) 


to nil comes my cavil 


I only know that 


the sky’s the puppet ass of a worthless fat whore also. 


27. well and why not 


Have you found the yellow sign yet? 


of course that’s the deal 


if the dream is feasible and plausible enough 


I'll make it happen and the hell with it 


alternate realities or what have you 


the point it is a pleasant enough pursuit. 


but if it is too ugly or impossible then what 


nothing Ill skip it. 


I dreamed last night that my coffin was yellow 


all yellow — a burnished shiny keen yellow 


well and why not 


and now [ had to think hard 


either I had already the coffin and then I would paint it the same sort of yellow 


or as it proved that among my scant belongings I owned no coffin 


I had first to buy or make me one 


and then paint it yellow 
that was the deal 


and a welcome one too. 


but I also dreamed that then two thugs 
while I was unawares cleaning something 
some weeds and burned candles 

at the corner of my office 

two thugs had been been busy at my back 
clearing my coffin 


stealing my appurtenances therein... 


as I confronted them and saw their nonchalance 

their hated indifference to my questioning 

their malicious matter-of-factness as to what pertained 
to their hideous activities 

and in my anger I punched one of the thugs 

the fattest and thickest 

in his fucking gut 


and the other 


his hands loaded with my stuff 


had this frightened face... 


well all that I couldn’t make it happen 

unless two thugs really materialized thereabouts 

and proceeded to rob me 

that’s to say the contents of my spanking new yellow coffin 
while I was employed on tidying the corner of my office 
which effectively held a profusion of burned candles and tiny nascent weeds 
as I realized when I kneeled down and started sprucing up 
the up till now indeed too neglected corner 

of my office 

which is all so apposite 

for who would’ve thought 

that ancient ceremonies would still be represented as relics 
or what have you archeological vestiges 

oozing up to the floor of my humble office and then even 
imprinting themselves as acid effluvia 

on the palimpsests of my dreaming machine 


the head? 


thugs be warned though 


I punch thugs’ guts easily enough 


when so provoked and instructed by the oneiric shamans 


of my archaic memory 


and never cowed neither 


for I know that the consequences are already written 


in the simmering histories of the skies. 


28. clues on the angular walls 


Angular walls of the fortress hotel checked for clues 


Ah yes the hotel 


Well it was full and we were bound to stay by the window 


Looking at the snow 


The hall was teeming thick with breaths and smoke 


I told my son as soon as you see snow anywhere 


Scan the landscape 


Wherever you are in a train a plane a coach a hotel 


And be light-footed enough so that you take your place 


Near the nicest available girl 


The more well endowed with chest material 


And ass substance the better 


For the hours shall be long 


And nothing warms a heart or a body as a nice big chested big assed woman 


Son at your side. 


Keep your ears pealed she'll tell you soon such intimate details 


As about the time she pissed herself and had to hang her underwear 


Well wrung on the racks of the communal bathroom 


Or... But you get my drift — as I was saying substantial stuff indeed. 


The wind was blowing outside 


The snow afloat 


The trees surrendering 


The bears hungry. 


Scheming or running 


The runners and the cheaters were scurrying in and out of doors. 


I told my son never you fret 


Morning comes always soon enough 

Often your are caught by its light even in the middle of your endeavors 

And you are puzzled and amazed 

And you scream to the forces unseen that hey you weren’t even half finished 
With you secret delicate nocturnal chores 

For only in hypnagogic vision one guesses enlightened 


That there is truth and that there touches one reality. 


I remember now in the tundra 

When we were stationed in the abandoned mine 

The frozen torrent had to be dug up in order to find some of the soldiers 
That had died during the previous war 

And had been buried in there though nobody knew exactly where 

At which point all along the intricacies of the stream 

Buried in sewage buried in which type of taxidermic reptilian sands 

Or in which sludge I mean or slurry rather 

That their moving corpses shriveled to weirder shapes 

Than when they were just tidy dudes aching for action 


In the dancing floor of the massacring grounds. 


There then where the fortification at one of its banks ran in zigzag 
Arbitrarily letting in inlets or contrariwise encroaching on the trench itself 
The immemorial water had drawn into the rock 

There we dug and well look never mind 


The conditions were infinitely worse than now. 


In fact of course everything evolves always to a better stratum 
As stuff adds its modifying thrust 

The outlook improves 

And the definite glory you know what it is? 

Is dying 

Dying when your work has then been done 


Once and for all — ah then yeah the sighing the blessed letting go... 


Meanwhile though our hands were so frozen our arms so stiff 
That we had to feed each other 

We soldiers paired face to face with our stiff arms clumsily fishing 
Into the gritty pond of frozen food 

On a plate all told in front of us 

And then we lifted our arms and the fellow in front 


Of you fed you with his stiff arm as you fed him with yours 


The frozen muddy dollop of incongruous potato at the end of your glove... 


And then almost of a sudden 

Wouldn't you know! 

The Sun would always explode 

Everything unfroze 

The torrent flew the dead exited disguised and unstuck 
Their lids unclung our arms jumped alive 

The flowers popped all over the field 

The birds were ubiquitously heard they had resuscitated 
We started to sing songs much as oarsmen do 

We joked we slapped our reciprocating backs 


The cook danced a jig with his ladle aloft. 


I never forgot those days 

How could I and how could you now son 

Look the snow is the page where all is written 
Indelibly don’t you agree? 

Forever extant and the Sun explodes only in order 


That the page be renewed 


Where another episode of our epic should appear 

Splashed in such magnificent clarity 

Our eyes at the beginning smarting 

And we rubbing in consequence our lids with some alacrity 
So that the phosphenes should add a few more protagonists 


Disfigured and all to the queer proceedings on the stage. 


Then the snow outside turned red 

Arson is the fulcrum where snow finds its leverage 
Is also the setting in where the incubi delve 

They are blushing as their alibis are shot 


They are accused to be accessories to asphyxiation. 


Beneath the old soldiers smolderingly slumber 

But do they fume? Only when the Sun’s too keen 

Its explosion unwarrantedly muscular 

The processes meanwhile push on the landscapes puff on 

The rampant smuts offer their syllabic gambits against the eroded walls 
The ramparts become flatly synthetic if bizarrely stained 


With a language I don’t understand. 


Every entity this side and that of the glass gets imbued 


With the fiery madness 


Macabresquely prostrates itself. 


It’s too cold again 


The son’s trying to disentomb the father from the snow 


The father unfound 


Unfound as yet and surely for evermore. 


Useless frostbitten undertaking son 


Scan rather the apparatus that suddenly takes off 


A revival of sorts 


At it then courageously. 


Virtuous after such debauchery wallowing 


My eyes not clinging unclogged 


Under masses of snow. 


But why the elegiac tone? 


Scan scan the landscapes 
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The protruding forms behind the wondrous 


Angles 


Do though take care it doesn’t pay to scrape one’s shin. 


29. subterranean funfairs / plastified droppings from the helicoptered candidates 


Thou anew with thine fair ticket aloft (for the return trip) 


Tidying everything before I’m gone 


Something to remember me by (I thought) 


And now it seems they remember me by 


The endearing sobriquet of “the tidy guy.” 


Picked up all the papers 


Piled them up in tidy mounts 


Picked up even all the discarded underwear 


From the secretary girls dirty after their parties 


And saintly debaucheries. 


Now I was loaded with my goodbye packages 


The street a bit slippery 


The metro station the wrong one 


The corridors dark 


Some of my little suitcases misplaced 


The funfair underground labyrinthine 


Its shops darkening and almost deserted 


And the criers not even bothering with the shadow of me. 


Luckily I met a friend of old 


Who hadn’t given up 


He was back at work hard as nails 


And he put everything to rights 


With a sad face though 


Because I was surrendering to pressure again 


Bailing out retiring to pastures green 


Alone and naked and empty-pocketed and so on. 


Little consolation he gave me a few mementoes 


For my collection of trifles and worthless trinkets 


From the city back at home in the sticks. 


Took from his pocket a few electioneering badges 


And match boxes (three or four) 


That he’d found on the floor 

As he was walking today and he’d thought 
About me 

For which I was very 


Very touched. 


We said goodbye there at the dark platform 
Isee still his hand waving goodbye 

And gesturing showing which way the right way 
To get to the good station that would carry me 
To the station 


Where the train would carry me home. 


Such perfection of organization the world 

I was so touched 

My fingers still smelled of the girls’ crotches 
The train was lulling me to sleep 

Thad a slight erection 

Peaceful pastoral home beckoned 


And my trinkets joyfully tinkled 


What a perfect world indeed. 


30. too dapper for words 


Natty grammarian on the prowl 


I went to China just to prove a case 
Was researching the intricacies of a certain letter 


Or quaint word 


Plus the R had gone absent and without pay 


Anyhow my point had to be made. 


And then ah 


The freshness of the lips of the ladies 


The ladies’ lips’ freshness 


Smiling at my smartness 


The fragrance of new morning roses 


The new morning roses’ fragrances from the thick pink lovely ladies’ lips 


Smiling at my elegance 


Me dressed all in leather 


The leather black and shiny 


Uncreased as shrugging I said: well 


The cow was already dead and her meat eaten you know? 


Distinguished fellow indeed me 


As I walked along the thronged avenues 


That linked the several museums. 


The drabness of the museums 


The shabby halls and corridors 


The disproportionate cost or unaffordable dearness of the lousy catalogs. 


Bought nothing and yet 


I got my prize among millions. 


It was alive and kicking. 


T heard it from the ladies 


Breathing roses at my delighted face. 


Though short 


It had innumerable meanings. 


I think it was the dreaming word WU. 


At the beginning it was a bug 


A beetle on its back 


Its three legs wavering in the air trapped inside a tub 


But then I saw the word upside down 


And the tub was reversed and the bug with three legs 


Walked fast and away... 


As fast as I’m escaping from this Chinese poem 


A might barney-like 


Clickety-clack 


Plumb cryptic perhaps 


As I quitted the premises 


The forward ladies in the front row ready to grab and tangle with 


My two wu-wus 


And my third leg 


Too elegant to resist 


Too dapper for words. 


31. the fourth man now 


By-passing the onslaught 


The first man forgotten 


discarded at the side of the road 


the second though relentlessly behind me 


burnt to a crisp 


a filthy piece of brittle coal and yet behind me 


relentlessly 


obsessed 


intent on “getting” me. 


I went up to him 

such a sorry sight now 

burnt to a crisp 

burnt by the sundry conflagrations from the many traffic accidents 
fiery crashes he’s been involved in 

plenty plenty 

by now plenty indeed 

and roasted by the sporadic bolts of lightning 

and stained black by the smokes of the heavy trucks 
and him undeterred 

without compunction 

nothing doing 

as yet as hipped as ever on getting me 

and thus whirringly 

annoyingly rolling behind me 

relentlessly 

a bolt-blighted scarecrow 

a hurricane-trashed dummy 

perfunctorily preposterously 

precariously 


mounted on a rickety plank with scratchy castors underneath 


his knuckles crumbling on the pavement 
and insisting 

a doomed damned maniac 

on getting at me 


on getting me. 


I grew fed up with the bowel festering and the stomach rot 
of having him all the time stuck to my ass 

a saw-toothed rat gnawing at my ass 

persecuting bothering stalking 

stabbing wounding infecting 

went to his cripple’s cart and 

kicked it 

threw him skidding into the middle of the road 

let the heaviest speeding truck get him 


smash him once and for all. 


I had taken his monomaniacal pursuit at the beginning as just a joke 
but now it was telling on me 


I was jumpy 


not myself 

a wreck 

I said: I’m going to the cellar to get some more wine 
but instead I became the fourth man 

I disguised myself and escaped through the kitchen door 
into anonymity 

into fucking anonymity 


far from the other men... 


Dressed in a tight black disguise 

as if burnt to a crisp 

I ran into the night 

and he nowhere to be seen 

perhaps still with his burnt night-black face 
intent on the front windows 

peering inside with the dead holes of his eyes 
and the hunted haunted third man 

left nervously imbibing with the guests 

and joking emptily 


and fussing with the goodies on the table 


and watching his back 


watching his back all the time. 


32. let the street be for whoever walks it 


let the street be for whoever walks it 


let the street be for whoever walks it 

the road is steeping up and my father used to be a great decapitator 
so if you got a problem identifying heads by all means ask me 
I’m not even tired and the cars parked at the side of the road 
damned rusted wrecks if you ask me 

I avoid as the devil 

so slight and wired and muscular and fast and lissom 

am I they bother me none 

and if you ask me all those children still alive should be 

more or less safe in some kind of refuge 

I don’t think any of them is capable of such devastation... 

so much destruction 

the beheadings and the mayhem 

are the fruits of a horde if you ask me 

some alien horde that passed this way last night 

as nimbly and rapidly and buoyantly as me 

I’m passing up this street 


kicking heads like flighty balls 


and scoring each time with each trick. 


Step aside creep 

step aside 

care not a whit for the spirits of all those hederated heads 
I’ve swallowed hairy hurdles bigger than those 

of omens forebodings maledictions from the thrones 
from the heroes from the nagging bureaucrats 

the ludicrous prestiges of the rhetoric-choking pundits 
the baggages of elderlies and other degenerated sovereigns 
the tremblings of sentries 

the blunt steel of audacious fetuses 

the rocketry of moot civilizations 

the toilsome tread of monsters and antediluvian beasts 
let me swither about something else 

the void for instance 

those blithely stabbed bodies 

and then their heads rolling like burdens unbearable 


the aim of the intruders 


of that I am devoid of ideas 


indeed. 


I know who did it and how 


but why 


shit 


but why 


that I can’t fathom 


perhaps my dad the old decapitator could 


but now tough luck he’s dead. 


T love the wind 


the swifter the better 


lifts the girls’ skirts 


and with them my spirits. 


Let the road be mine 


their genitalia such nice whiffs 


such dainty chemistry I’m agog the thingamabob hasn’t been used more often 


as an ambassadorial tool of magical proportions 


so many close shaves so many pins and needles 


agonies vexations griefs 


irksome undertakings 


could have been avoided 


nothing bestows peace as cunts that are clean and eager to please. 


But now I’m approaching my target 


sob little ladies for the lifeless beaus 


I’ve got more and to spare smoldering in the lessen caves 


where the prisoners were kept 


fists and claws dulled and enfeebled 


sob sob 


sob 


while unavoidably the circle widens 


while I harvest in unease and bathed in afterthoughts 


the fuckers of tomorrow. 


Let every walker claim his share 

stake his won piece of sphere 

call his own the street he walks on 

and as he deems right 

over his hard-earned ground let him rule 
that’s how wars are won 

and let’s hope for the wind 

the swifter the better 

as I sift every trace of reason 

why 

as I sift every trace of reason why 

and the wind teases my sifting 

and perhaps sends it to lands unconquered 
of little consequence 

lands where my reach won’t land 


my scope won’t span 


my span won’t reach 


for I'll be sleeping the sleep of the just. 


Nothing to be done 


but to stake my claim 


and stick each head above each stake 


while the ponderous thinking gets done 


and my running’s still viable 


in bursts of sudden joy 


as I kick the heads 


as I score another goal 


between the stakes planted 


by the others. 


The others 


the horde of alien others 


whose heads I see rolling of themselves as rotten fruit 


down the steep road I traveled 


once upon a time 


and it was me 


it was me damn it was me 


who told the investigators I know who and how 


but not why 


for I had the experience 


my father was the old decapitator and if you ask me 


I can tell you 


only that then they said: Pass! 


33. Better uncounted, unaccounted 


Count yourself out 


Count yourself out 


or would you rather be another bloody darkening figurine waning in that short night? 


You see 


power has it seems this mandatory flaw: it’s always falling into the wrong hands. 


Only violence solves that grievous problem. 


But the powerful kill for less than nothing — a mere stir in their cup of tea. 


And don’t you dare intrude into their hunting grounds. 


They've got on their roster all kinds of cool killers called cops 


and judges 


and priests. 


They pay them not too much but enough. 


They — those murderers — are told how necessary they are for the well-being of all 


how what they do is approved by society and “god” 


how it is society’s and “god”’s bidding they accomplish — this the more gullible are told 


though there are plenty among them who are not easily fooled 


and do the authoritarians bidding with full knowledge of cause 


with a clear conscience 


deeming — they do — that that’s their lot 


that if their actions are just aiding and abetting the owners’ rage 


so be it — life’s too short to bother splitting hairs too thin and so on. 


Should one include the stupid minions of the press among the abettors? 


But of course — cops judges priests and propagandists: the subservient operators in the gang 
they do the dirty deeds 

just as told — they are just following orders — the orders must be followed 
the word is... 

the world must have order and law 

law and order — their daunting task is to maintain the fiction 

that law and order bring justice 

when in fact they bring peace sure enough behind the ramparts 

to the powerful 

those whose hands are wrong 

their hands are poor and tremble — too weak — unsteady — at fault — 

and must shoot 

must shoot fast or... 

must shoot before the opposition 

who has a much better hand and is a clean hand 


has a chance to play — the winner must be killed beforehand. 


The loser gets the power — it falls as from the heavens into his wrong hands. 


The violent the aggressive the choleric the psychotic 


the dispossessed who perchance would want what’s coming to them 


here — I tell them — for I’m their doctor — 


you ve got two ways to go about it 


rebel and murder and get shot — get even for a speck 


a very ephemeral speck 


OF va 


That’s what we do here 


We reward guys of your particular type with free television sets! 


Unbreakable armored unwieldy and inviolate. 


With an unreflective screen — for we don’t want you inside 


or believing that you are yourself inside: that would really be sick. 


We tell ‘em — too eager guys of your type 


ready to shoot and get even and so on 


we tell ‘em: “IJtll do you good — 


vent your anger against it 


shout and bang at it 


and shoot the fuckers inside. 


Shoot the fucking figurines that swim inside 


all those cops judges priests propagandists 


the patsies of the powerful. 


I know 


it makes me a lot of good 


it helps me vent my anger 


lee 


it keeps me alive 


that fucking unbreakable television set I've shot so many times already 


looks like a fucking colander 


with all those disgusting dark dead fishes inside 


go ahead 


do ” 


34. amoebic 


a dearth of stamina in my pushing 


for want of pluck 


I’ve been abandoned 


and now I’m also lame 


and the two fat women pity me 


and the effeminate artistic boy 


is concerned that my letter-box never resounds anymore 


with the dropping of anybody’s missive 


and I’m told furthermore that the landlord is after me 


his intentions angrily plain: eviction 


eviction for my debts. 


lack of funds to want of pluck added 


make 


a sorry happy go-lucky marginal nobody 


out of me. 


with roughly sixty percent of my organs still in syne 


I tell myself: you bastard, enjoy 


enjoy your freedom 


nobody else around can say the same: 


abandoned lame avoided evictable... 


never now all those lunarian flights postponed 


what a wealth of health 


still to spend 


aloft and elsewhere 


35. wept the wind 


where the storms are less fierce 


the women never run away 


the removal of tawdry veneers as easy as a flush of clear water 


the obnoxious flairs of the knowledgeable easily dispensed with 


and afraid, afloat, the several objects strewn by the roaring waves 


the wind buffeting hither and thither the tacky superfluities 


the moons and satellites hilariously bumping into each other 


the whole wreckage such fun? 


So easy then slipping into the smooth 


Behold at the mirror the executioner 
or else stay 

behold instead the bookish fellow 

as he shuffles his way down the plank 
or is it up to the gaping gallows 

or flat and bumpy to the shooting wall 


or is he laid already atop the dying scaffold? 


He was certainly happier while he wrote 


(what nobody ever read). 


He sees himself again 


a haste of paws 


tentacles from a morbid vessel yearning for voyages 


the guts of the compass rose rose to face the storm 


the guts spread 


dissolving 


nasty exposed clams 


whose catagmatic glue the melancholy drift can’t keep other 


than asunder. 


Magnetic were the slumbers 


in the idle darkness 


exhausted regrouped the airy martyrs 


whose corpses such cravings 


erstwhile all exhibited. 


Crudely folded 


the sails knocked about like papers swept away 


squealing against the ambush of the winds 


shipwrecked. 


Fading into the lower depths 


while the hypnagogic voices wailed 


no hindrance spooky enough to 


with its writhing tentacles stop 


the everlasting intrusion into the... 


Squiggles 


‘just jottings” — the bookish fellow tells them — 


“the darling swirlings of the smoke.” 


To death he clung 


in dark forebodings of death sunk 


forebodings of death 


to whom he clung 


dearest friend above all 


above all his imaginary friends 


a Se tee 


doom loomed 


dumb womb of his hammering head 


his teeth ached all the time. 


Why the heartache? 


people die all the same 


such matter-of-factness dying 


terrifying 


brooding fiery diatribes 


in soliloquies that were damned morologies 


by dint of sheer will 


in his ultimate pyre burned 


while flung by wind-swept hands wept the wind. 


36. tacky fingers and all 


As I exit toward the light 


does it show — is it too obvious 


my distaste for swarms anthills...? 


cast out outcast 


filtering the saccharine garbage 


the parochial sanctimonious fecal prurient rampage 


of snorting blurred shapes 


that scabrous ambiguous lurked. 


the angry giggles that snaggedly flowed from the dumb assholes 


the toiling maggots underground 


their meaningless jottings 


their pinguid pigments splattered on the pungent spice of the floor 


as they shuffled and shuffled along 


chatting and chatting no end. 


also the girls — their wombs 


their wombs — uttering those excruciating screams 


of weeping sarcasm against the teeming crotches 


and then the blinding objects foolishly deemed to protect them 


those bogus wedges athwart their transpierced chests 


them chorally groaning against the weight 


of so much unuttered script above their thoraxes. 


agape and thrall-less their sparkling cunts 


crusading in a barrage of squeals of blasphemy for the ultimate victory 


of their outlawed god. 


breathing hard now 

as my polished cock boldly thaws 

all their icy scorn — layers upon frozen layers 
accumulated over centuries of forced burial 
and accelerated spoilage on bended knees 
shivering for fear and... 

for fear and cold 

crushed on the corners 


on the corners of the underground. 


fiercely bombed 

we fought with our backs against the ceiling 

listlessly wooing disaster 

tottering tortoises of a doomed world 

speeding toward an exploding sun 

but no 

our wills won — here it stood unscrambled our ceiling 
our dissipated traits 

as though after a too protracted orgasm 


collapsing into the faces of gargoyles... 


they muttered first and then openly barked 


fingering my marmorean face that “I’m too willful 
aloof’ the censorious women 


rebuking my stance — their udders steadily pawed during the alarms 


now deflated by safety. 


no longer dazzled by their meretricious beauty 

chug along worthless rake 

and lift your cyprian eyes toward the exit 

from whence the sky hangs... 

for there’s nothing else for you to do down here 

now that the bombs have stopped and the women won't pawn 
their replenishing vitality for a bit of skillfully provided venting 
of their jammed triggers 

the haven has sunk to the sorry sight of levels ordinary 

I’m too bored with normal people 

this subterranean setting 

formerly if fleetingly so exciting now lacks all... 

has no... 

lacks all kind of enticement 


has got no lushness and no... 


goading nor spurring nor... 


I came out of the bombed tunnel 


ran shrill the cats — no longer awed and silent 


and I had left my dad dead 


leaning on a wall of the subway 


he had become suddenly incoherent 


talking about almonds — his rambling phrases 


how it was not entirely proper to eat almonds in bed 


the gnawing the sticky crumbs 


I realized he was dying — I had opened my questioning mouth 


he was looking at me without a trace of recognition 


and as I went to hold him he was already dead 


a lump leaning on a wall 


with the oblivious women crumpled all around 


yearning for hands 


for thirsty eager hands 


and me slithering 


a cat silent and industrious 


to a fault... 


37. aboard - abort - aboard 


from dusty platforms onto the shabby railway cars 


my trips getting shorter 


hardly begun 


and done 


my baggage as soon 


nonexistent 


not even a magazine at hand 


can death 


— ever the destination — 


be too far now? 


38. bloodied pilgrim 


my wife my harbor 


for there where syrian television cannot be picked up 


even if 


the hostel master told me “over there, sir” 


and there is nothing that I can find over there 


and certainly not the proper tv set where one can pick the syrians 


that are the only ones 


I was told yesterday 


that would carry the soccer match I would gladly see today... 


there then I’ve been sent 


on my own as if on a crazy goose chase... 


and over there is all crowded up already 

and even if from a door a bold strong man 
appeared and he must have heard me 
because he asked me in catalan 

if I were a catalonian 

where I answered beaming in the affirmative 
upon which the herculean man acknowledged the answer with a nod 
“me too” he said 

not dourly just matter-of-factly 

and left me with my right foot in the air 

for I was taking a step toward him 


but he’d already gone inside closing the door... 


and then shrugging I went down the corridor some more 

and must have found the other “there” there 

where I must have been supposed to be 

but always so crowded the nook 

and the room I thought was mostly meant 

already with two guys cramming it somehow 

in such a tiny room with such a big mess of thrown things about 


with each of the two not too fine smelling guys flopped 


on two narrow hammocks hung in the middle of the tiny hole of a room 

one hammock over the other 

and no room for anything else 

certainly not for another bloody pilgrim 

and no bathrooms anywhere that I could see 

and me already with the ominous stirrings on my lower bowels 

and their minuscule television set set not on the syrian channel and my match 
but set on mute on some silly varieties shenanigans 

and me saying to the one guy that looks my way 

the other probably too pissed with booze or hashish 

“listen, sorry, but I was told by the steward that this is my room 

and listen, tell me, do you get the syrian television channel on your tv set?” 
so the fellow who could listen jumped over the slop 

a slob over the slop 

and came my way 

pushed me a little so he could go through the door-gap that had no door 


and went directly to the kitchen with me following him... 


communal, crowded, and with nothing edible about 
the kitchen was a bigger mess yet and the guy got hold of the steward 


and asked him “was it true were I assigned to their tiny nothing of aroom 


already so crammed?” 

the steward saw me as directed by the slovenly guy’s gesture 
and told me forthwith “sir, I told you your room was this one” 
showing me a not too clean corner bench over there on a corner 
of the kitchen itself 


no privacy, no curtains, no bedding, no nothing on it beside filth... 


so the slob went back proudly to his shitty room 

glad maybe that my “room” was much shittier than his 
and the busy steward had disappeared meanwhile 

and I was left standing there in the kitchen 

the stewing kitchen 

with children and women semi-naked all and doing 
their necessities, culinary and otherwise 


inside stinking cooking utensils... 


I threaded back my way to where my wife had her room assigned 
I knocked softly on the shiny mahogany-colored door 
I pushed in 


she was in the dark 


el a ll ll 


she was on the bed inside the sheets having a nap 


her bed was quite capacious and the bedding quite well suited 


and I saw immediately that she had in a corner of the neat room 


a quite proper tv set now off 


she was smiling beautifully at me 


I said “honey, can I use your toilet? they have put in a corner 


of the kitchen with nothing about but noise 


and lots and lots of people cooking and shitting in the same pans 


one almost would say indistinctly...” 


her smile a little bit wider now she said “be my guest 


and after you are done come and crawl here inside besides me 


there’s space enough 


and you'll be warm and cozy 


and maybe you'll even be able to pick up your match in the syrian channel 


if you don’t put the voice on 


and you don’t get too crazy celebrating the goals of the catalonians...” 


my beautiful beautiful beautiful wife 


always the one also with the best room of all! 


39. bole perforated 


cheap potshot 


pertinently unsated with the vivid wakes 
the jeweled variegated volumes that run triumphantly 


toward my untoward posterity. 


overnight rapt with the mundane predicaments. 


enthralled at the windows, the eyes chronicle collections of bedrooms 


aspects of succulent exception, of superabundant prurience. 


but now the sudden fright of the customary monster intervenes. 


listening twice to the same thug, the same cancerous witch 


telling me (and the darker barrel of a shotgun pushes at my stumpy nose) 


to tackle manliness, or else. 


opulent enervate themselves the chapters of such ornate anathema. 


my wood, with the same negative alacrity, the same slow cadence 


always striven for in the unparalleled wood of every tree 


breaths in diminishing prolixity. 


ill repent tomorrow, I insinuate, too cool, when the bullet flies. 


once resonant, my wood, now crammed with portions apocryphal 


sedulously, diligently, cracks, combusts, turns to ashes. 


40. crimson shade 


a voyage round the dead space of my fading projection 


in detail one thrives, in stale encapsulation, in spiritual shortcuts 


in health oaths, in void journeys, in risible scripture: “toil, slaughter, evil whispers...” 


in the veil of disdain for strength, for growth, and for other paltry oozes. 


I stood outmaneuvered constrained deferential, my ink blood 


in woe, with erratic breathing, I told myself: how can you ignore 


the gullies, their suddenly beaming eyes, and instead chew alive 


the cloying width of undulant nonentities albeit properly geographical? 


no, no; what matters dwells in caves, caverns: weight, momentum, booming room 


lurk therein, and decay and blooming risk, and excess and the ghostly beasts. 


I had taught myself thoughts, inchoate mysticisms, initiations to 


polluted astonishing scholarly analysis steeped in liturgies and spirals 


rather belonging to the ticklish realms of the philologist and the hypnotist. 


emboldened in my linen clothes I followed into more inflammatory thicker 


pearly spawns, indeed into almost bold carnal intuitions 


I argued that fakes alleviate the better omitted polemical stutters of distress 


that coincidence roughly only insofar as it is redemptive rises above nonsense 


that reluctant nitwits, their remote flashes of genuine epistemology 


are ontological masterpieces of busy sophistication. 


those reams of parody transiently dissolved for me the d of “death” 


and the remaining “eath” became a lisping existential echo 


a defiant hullabaloo against the elite corps of the spinoff 


and the emaciated demons of the tilted yellow overgrown noontime speed. 


sleeplessness and coffee plus gawking at the wayfarers to and from 


the cemetery shared feathers with the thin edges of my silence. 


the mood was often repellent, I was afraid of assurances 


of cocky females, worse I disliked the deteriorating departure of my toughness 


my rapacity, through the tangents of caricatural remorse. 


prolific adventurers of whom Id heard the prowesses stunned 


fascinated the underpants out of me and the erudite documents 


the gems of keen soliloquies that bore on the unexplored, the utterly pathological 


did nurture the encomiums on my startled no longer flaccid lips. 


I took as vapid nuisances the bathetic fondles of stinking castrated phallocrats 


whose rusted skirts dropped as a flight of dusty moths 


over the damp squib of my sourly scoured codicil. 


the wayward weather and the untoward locus of my renowned shivers 


waned and evaporated as the tribes that erstwhile sailed the skies 


steeped in zest and leftward leanings in the deformed excoriated evening. 


but those tasteless metaphors belaboring as the hordes of senescence 


at the arid demesne of posterity at length proved worthless, gave no relief. 


I wove, as I still (threadbare) weave, an adolescent dependence to heights: 


the geographical warts that cowardly though solemnly roughly endure 


don’t ever shrink as would a bum cloak submitted to the same abuse of wanton bombast. 


in conclusion I'll say that I ascended full of rigor and gratitude to the estranged 


summits where disagreeable witches mourn even now the destroyed pledges 


that should have clinched the aberrant conflict of their latent ambiguity. 


relying like them on weirdness I selfishly, full of vanity, renounced 


in extended snores the earlier flirts with unruliness and disintegration 


and damned if wickedly I didn’t cling now to the extravagant tactic 


of seeing to notch a few sad surreptitious constructive actions of my own. 


in ludicrous streams ran throughout the expectorations that I called 


poetry, in revenge against which my ventriloquizing navel lavishly frothed: 


infested deluge of graphic noxious gasps where monkey guffaws 


and plenty other demerits (later blamed on spies and other greasy foreigners) 


grew, with a gently relative ease, at last tectonic 


so that I felt even buried before any catastrophic incident had really taken place. 


and yet in contentment is, in fine, my conceit that I was (as Iam) chosen: 


an ambivalent closet introverted inner laureate 


whose acute glad obscure schematic keeping-at-it venomous spitting 


vexes in its error-prone nebulousness the eye of no denizen 


my commitment to realize untold infidelities never given 


oh well up until now, a proper, verily plausible, chance. 


41. grotty 


we saw Plato or somebody in there yes 


chagrined that the phenomenon disappoints: 


through a translucent fault line 


inexorable chimeras were supposed 

(amid the uneasiness of other presaged bagatelles) 

to usher some salubrious tides 

tenuous glowing signifiers 

that should’ve exalted our enviable sensorium 
should’ve focused our mind from the root 

of earlier predictions to suggestions of imaginary time 


lit with layers upon layers of aesthetic ghoulish nonsense 


true that some of the stranded corpuscles 

testifying to the shrill omission 

seemed here and there to limn untimely disharmonies 
a paltry crystallization of fruitful eccentricities 

a few coils of lavish blithe saucy smoke and so on 


but it must have been all in our heads 


the cave meanwhile was turning into some makeshift ocean 
the worst worn spots unwitting spigots 
from where the clumsy wheel of unflattered fate 


vomited the awful disarray of eviscerations 


scum from suddenly swollen athletes 

that exploding ceased to circle 

around the depraved circumstantial slaughterhouses 
grown instantaneously like poisonous toadstools 
and that now were disgorging 

with priapic skill and mock gentleness 

a crapload of luminescent surely corrosive brine 
plus the sound they made copied 

that of a scabrous enough moving of the feces 


or the macabre scattering of other lachrymose stuff 


we saw then not the brittle windfall of insolent sundogs 
and triumphant forces accelerated 

in a sick shortcut to the pristine origins 

but a wreckage of crippled imps 

shaky inklings at the bottom 

through the clouded flesh of the surface 

an irretrievably zoo of buffoonish forms 

a crude amusement of indignities nestling pell-mell 


in a fog of antipathy 


the firewood too clammy 


even the wooing crickets and bats rendered lethargic 


but not the mouths of the filthy scions 


the regimented chiliarchs 


oddly following still their dull pecking order 


compelled now to exude rueful unsuccessful avowals 


of profligate goings-on and a rotten insanity of murders 


cataloged in a momentous staccato of squeals: 


“we were yikes evildoers 


fearmongers unscrupulous swindlers cutthroats 


insidious scathing eye-gouging assholes 


the plights of fringe martyrs left us 


neither surly nor agitated nor weak-kneed 


not even numb just awash in opulent blood 


in egregious remorse we confess 


insatiable qualms and deathbed renewals 


the wellborn bonuses sinecures 

made us nutty heroes 

touchstones to the handsome counterpoints 

and confidently hygienic charitable lavatory surgical 


as we were the lightning-rods of all the malignity 


ripened our fatherlands thanks to those shabby thrills 
we provided for the multitudes 

we were conspicuously deluged with foolhardy approval 
by all and sundry and regardless 

braving the horrid bloodletting we wisecracked 

with glee and tenacity 

breathe brethren breathe 


while we broke a few spines” 


the faster shimmer of that last loss 

the panicky epistolary crisscrossed glimmerings meaning zilch 
the juxtaposed stilted constipated sarcasm of the resurrectionists 
the risen murkiness turned into a fervent summary 


in the last hundred broken manageable initials 


uncials and all 


of the disjointed mechanics of what we were never really weaned of 


the stampeding fragments 


the inching waves 


the wounded bristles 


the thunder receding as we receded 


tactfully tiptoed to the left of the stage 


no convictions required 


forget about all that stomach-pumping 


escape trumps truth 


our climactic recession all in all a wonder 


of posthumous digression. 


